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THE MICROCOGSM: 
OR, MAN AS KE IS, 
Fn 
Ne. VI. 


——_—- = 


A SPASLA is a fine woman, handfome, fen 
fble and accomplithed, yet fhe claims fo much in- 
cenfe of admiration and is fo fond of being often 
told of the force of her charms, that though fhe can 
difcern the value of a man, w hofe intelleéts are re- 
fined, whofe underftanding is enlarged by educa- 
tion, the prefers the adulation and flattering garrull- 
ty of the fip to the improving converfation of a well 
bred and enlightened gentleman. Her glafs tells her 
that fhe is beautiful ; why will fhe not be content- 
ed with that faithful informant, whea fhe knows 
that the heart nf a prating coxcomb is as falfe as his 
head is empty ? She, like the generality of her fex, 
is fond of a veriety in the fources of amufement ; 
why i is fhe anxious to have the permanent one, fuch 
as reafon condemns and virtue muft difapprove. 
She is more proud in her fuite of fantaftic danglers 
and filly admirers, than all the real graces of her 
form and the matured powers of her underitanding. 


A fatelefs thirft of praife is never juitifiable, except 
Vol. I. 
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when the objects of ambition are great in them- 
flves and fuch as will conduce to the good and hap- 
pinets of fociety, and thofe who are actuated by no- 
ble motives, M ill ever be more fatisfied with the ap- 
plaufe of their own confciences, than with the cla- 
morous fhouts of the unthinking multitude. 

But, as ferious advice, is not now “the rage,” and 
the moral mutt point at the fancy before it ca: 
glance upon the heart, I will ceafe to fermonize and 
endeavour to amufe. 

Garuclo admires every body and no body—that 
is, he praifes all to their faces, rails behind their 
backs, and has as little affe€tion for them in his heart 
as he has concern for their future falvation. The 
epithets, divine ! adorable ! angel ! exquifite ! hea- 
venly ! charming! incomparable, compofe by far 
the greateft part of his language. ‘They are fo fami- 
Nar that he applies them involuntarily, and fre- 
quent! y, moft ludicroufly. He is as apt to call a 
pudding adorable, as his ‘mifirefs, and he often tells 
a lady in the fame breath, that her fhoes are divine 
and her nature very pretty. Indeed, from his con- 
verfation to his valet, a ftranger would be induced 
to fuppofe him addreiling fome difguifed female 
with whom his heart muft be moft ardently enam- 
oured. Every lady, fo felfith and fo imperious is 
the ambition to be praifed, thinks him in love with 
her, though fhe hears him utter his profufion of ex- 
travagant compliments to the whole circle of her 
acquaintance. ‘ 

Some of my fair friends have been rather angry 
with my ftrictures upon their follies and their foi- 
bles. They fay, that the fubjects of my approba- 
tion are too old fafhioned to deferve encomium. 
f) hat there is no merit in female virtue, becaufe it 

is guarded by female honor, an ever watchful and 
woconaueniele protector. ‘That they have a title 
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to admiration, founded in prefcription, for their 
grandmothers have been in poffetlion, time out of 
mind, and their right has never been difputed. 


They even go farther and cite a precedent from an 
old book, called Mofes’s reports, vide tille Gencfis, 
Cap. iii. fee. §. 


Having received -a billet from one, who feems 
quite an enragé, I will prefent it to the public eye asa 
tpecimen of the feelings of a mind untutored in the 
{chool of TRuTH. 

SIR, 

i are very much eftonifht that any Man Dare 
ventur To infult the Phemale cect with his impudint 
obfurvafhuns about our drefs and talk and wat not 
I dont kno what yu Mean by yuer impedunt fkirril- 
lity for Mifter Sheuti fais yure a kurfed owlde 
Hunks and ought to be hors wipped for yure taking 
a oppertuokneti cors you a wrighter in the Knite- 
ingal to abews fokes and he will dew it the furft 
times he cann ketch yu onchange fo yu had bette 
be efy fo no mour at Prefent 

her 
Matilda Carrolyne Emilia Si. Auburn + 
mark 
Fofephine Ceflia Boumomt did net wright the abuv. 


No comments are neceffary, fave that it is a pity 
fome people do not learn to write before they expect 
adoration, and that others efleem fpelling of lefs 
confequence than the praifes of fools.—Thé reafon 
why I do not flatter, is becaufe I do not chufe to fillow 
the multitude to do evil, } 


T. 
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SORROWS OF AMELIA, 
OR DELUDED INNNOCENCE. 


4N HISTORIETTE FOUNDED IN FACT. 








 ————- Ay, fo you ferve us, 

Till we ferve you; but when you have our rofes, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourfelves, 
And mock us with our barrenneis.’”’ 


t. 
j HE fun fhone in its vernal fplendour, when 
the fair Amelia, accuftomed to take a diurnal 
tour, fallied into the field to contemplate and ad- 
mire the beauties of the dawning year. The ele- 
gance of the profpect, the fragrance of odoriferous 
flowers, the refounding nonfe of a bubling fountain, 
the innocent melody of the feathered choir, and the 
ferenity of a beautiful atmofphere, confpired to ex- 
cite in her tender bofom the moft pleafing and grate- 
ful emotions. Regaled by her deli htful rambles, 
ihe returned, to enjoy the fweets of domeftic con- 
templation. With the florid pencil of fancy, fhe 
pictured to herfelf a brilliant feene of uninterrupted 
delights, at fome future period. But unhappily for 
Amelia, "this was the laft of all her pleafures. So 
tranfitory is human felicity ! She was endued by na- 
ture with every innocent virtue and fine accomplith- 
ment, that could command the admiration and ei- 
teem of all her friends and aflociates. 
‘The elegance of her perfon attracted and charm- 
ed; yet the fuavity of her mind furpaffed all her ex- 
ternal perfections. She was unrivalled in {weet- 
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nefs and tender fenfibility, and the gentlenefs of her 
bofom illumined the lineaments of her lovely coun- 
tenance. In her infantile years, fhe was deprived 
of the tender care of parental affection, and her 
blooming beauty was expofed to all the falcinatt g 
{nares of artful diffimulation. The only foible, 
which the delicate Amelia poffeffed, was an unfuf- 
pecting breaft, and too lavifh efteem. Unverfed in 
the fecret villainies of a bafe degenerate world, fhe 
ever imagined that all mankind were fpotlefs as her- 
felf. But alas! this too fatal credulity, was the 
fource of all her misfortunes. Scarcely had fhe ar- 
rived at her 16th year, when the perfidious Alonzo 
by his perfuafive flattery, and external charms, en 
fnared her fuiceptible heart, and under the moft fa- 
cred promifes of matrimony, betrayed her female in- 
nocence. Ye generous fair, cenfure not the delud- 
ed Amelia, nor withhold the tear of commiferation 5 
for you are fentible that baneful flattery, like effica- 
cious laudanum, too often feals the eye of juvenile 
prudence. Her fenfibility was too refined, to fui- 
tain the reproach of a cenforious world, therefore 
ihe embraced death by fwallowing a portion of poi- 
fon. Had fhe enjoyed the advantages of a kind 
and faithful monitreis, to guide all her actions and 
check the little rifing weeds of youthful folly, fhe 
might have triumphed over the arts of Alonzo, and 
proved one of the faireit blofioms in the garden of 
fociety—Lhis unhappily was not her lot, and there- 
fore, like a tender flower, fhe withered in her 
eR aly Oh! fair Amelia, peace to thy lovely afh- 
€s, May perennial niyrtles deck t hy hallowed tomb ; 
may virgin filters waft you to your native fkies, ad 
fentibility ever drop a tear at the remembrance of thy 
usfortune ! 
As {oc nas the depraved Alonzo, was informed 
of the death of the amiable Amelia, his brealt was 
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filled with the moft poignant remorfe, and guilt, 
with all its infernal retinue, aflailed his difordered 
imagination. ‘The untimely fate of Amelia damp- 
ed all his enjoyments ; for when the thoughtlefs ca- 
reer of voluptuoufnefs is over, the gay phantoms of 
pleafure fhine with diminifhed luitre, and reflection 
will refume her violated empire. Not all the moft 
licentious fcenes of folly, or the vain fplendour of 
pomp and parade, could potlibly diilipate the gloom 
which enveloped his mind; he was haunted with 
all the folicitudes of a perfecuted confcience. Sen- 
fible of his guilt, his mind fynk into a defponding 
melancholy, which foon put a period to his mifera- 
ble exiftence. 

Ye who inhale the blufhing morn of exiftence, 
learn initruction from the fate of Alonzo, and at the 
earlieft period, check the difpofitien which wouid 
prompt you to {pread toils for unfufpeéting imno- 
cence. Guilt will deftroy the blifs of the feducer, 
imtrude on his morning pleafures, and damp his e- 
yening joys. 

“ Which is the villain, let me meet his ey’s; 


That when I note another man lke him, 
}may avoid him,” 


— 


————_ eee 


VANITY. 


CICERO left Sicily, where he had been quefter, 
full of the flattering idea, that he was the fubjet 
of general converfation in Italy ; and that he fhould 
every where be honored with marks of the higheft 
diftinétion, for the wifdom and integrity which he 
had difplayed in that arduous undertaking. He 
happened to pafs through Puzoli in the feafon when 
crouds of company reforted to the celebrated baths 
of that place. Pray what news? faid one to him 
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is it long fince you came from Rome? I am return. 
ing from my province, returned Cicero, with great 
furprife, true obferved another, from Africa! No, 
anfwered Cicero, with indignation, from Sicily. 
You furely know, interpofed a third, that’ he has 
been quefter at Syracufe. This was a farther in- 
~ ince of mortifying ignorance, for his province lay 

1 a different part of the ifland : and Cicero, abafh- 
ed and difgufted, turned away from the company, 
to avoid any more interrogations. Refle€tion, how- 
ever, he informs us, converted this difappointment 
into a leffon of inftru€tion, and he derived advantages 
from it, which overbalanced the lofs of compliment 
and adm iration.* 


* Vid. Cic. Orat. Pro, Plane. 


——EEEEXEE2———=_ZE=E=E=== 


A FABLE 
IMITATED FROM THE GERMAN OF GELZERT. 





CLARINE loved her hufband with fincere af- 
fection—for he was a hufbandtoher mind. Their 
defires and averfions were the fame. It was Ciarine’s 
itudy to be agreeable, and by unwearied attention, 
to anticipate her hufband’s wifhes. “Such a wife,” 
fays my male reader, who has thoughts of matrimo- 
ny, fuch a wife would I defire—And fuch a wife 
maytt thou obtain.—Clariné’s hufband fell fick—a 
dat ngerous illnefs.—“No hope” faid the phyfician, 





and fhook his awful wig. ements wept Clarine. 
“© death ! fhe cried, “O death! might I prefer a 
petition : ? A my heeetiilé let me be the viétim 
m his ftead.” ath heard, appeared, and What” 
faid the grim fpetine “is thy requeft » “There,” 
faid Clarme fore difmayed, ‘There he lies; over 
come with agony he implores thy fpeedy relief.” 
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Wiegraphy. 





[SELECTED.] 


SIR FOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


"Tus great Painter was fo anxious for the 
diffufior of the knowledge of his art, and fo liberal 
and difinterefted in communicating the means by 
which he arrived at his eminence in it, that he made 
an offer to the Royal Academy, that if they would 
take the great room called the Lyceum, in the 
Strand, and hang up his collection of pictures in it 
he would give lectures upon them to the ftudents 
of the Royal Academy, and illuftrate his own dii- 
courles by examples taken fromthem. Sir Jofhua, 
in‘the elegance of his manners,in the fullnefs of his 
mind, and in many parts of his own art, refembled 
very much the celebrated Rubens. To fome of Sir 
Jofhua’s pictures we may well apply what he faid 
of thofe of thatgreat Maiter, ‘That they refembled 
a well chofen nofegay of flowers.” Rubens is bu- 
ried in a chapel in one of the largeft churches in 
Antwerp, and over his monument is one of his mott 
exquilite pictures, in which he is reprefented as ot. 
George. Sir Jofhua is, indeed, buried im our Me- 
tropolitan Church ; but as yet alas ! 


s 


Beneath a rude and mamelef: ftone fe lies.” 
Velafquez, the celebrated Spanifh painter, was 
a very favourite matter with Sir Jofhua. He ufed 
to fay to him, “ What we are all attempting to do 
with great labour, he does at once.” Sir Jofhua 
left behind in MS. fome excellent notes that he had 
taken of the paintings in Flanders and Holland, 
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particularly of thofe of Rubens, when he travelled 
into thefe countries, not many years before his death. 
‘There were found alfo amongft his papers fome 
obiervations upon tragi comedy, fo fertile and fo 
diicurfive was the mind of this great Painter. 

Sir Jofhua, like all other eminent men, was fo 
little fatisfied with his own performances, that when 
a foreign painter who finithed his pictures very 
highly was one day thewing them to him, and alk- 
ing himif he had not better finifh lefs, Sir Jothua 
replied, * You had better keep to your old manner; 
as for my part, je fais des ebaucbes—I only make 
sketches. Another time when Sir Jofhua was thew- 
ing him his own pictures, and the Painter of courfe 
as a man of knowledge in his art, was praifing them 
very highly, Sir jothua thook his head and {faid, 
66 des ebauches, des ebauches—Sketches, sketches.” 

Sir Jotfhua ufed to fay, that a Prefident of the 
Academy of Painting in a neighbouring country 
paid him a vifit, and that he thewed him his foreign 
pictures, to the originality of many of which he 
made objections. At laft coming to a copy of a fe- 
male Satyr, made by Sir Joihua after Rubens, he 
cried out, * This is an original; I fee the fquirt of 
Rubens’s pencil.” Sir Jothua had the good-nature 
and the good-manners not to undeceive the pretend- 
ed connoifleur. 


} 
| 


EBENEZER 4DAMS, 





~ 


OF PHILADELPHIA. 





THIS celebrated Quaker, on vifiting a Lady of 
rank, whom he found fix months after the death of 
her hufband, fitting on a fophia covered with black 
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cloth, and in all the dignity of woe, approached her 
with great folemnity, and gently taking her by the 
hand, thus accofted her :—So, friend, I fee that thou 
haft not yet forgiven God Almighty.” This feafon- 
able reproof had fuch an effect upon the perfon to 
whom it was addreffed, that fhe immediately had 
all her trappings of grief deftroy ed, and went about 
her neceflary bufinefs and avocations. The Houfe 
of Hanover,” faid this fhrewd friend, “are the great- 
eft enemies that the perfons of our pe tuations have 
ever had;—they have never once perfecuted us.’ 

Pending the difputes relative to the Teft and Cor- 
poration Act, a few years ago, a very diftinguifhed 
Prefbyterian Minifter ufed to fay, “that it would be 
the worft thing in the world for the Diffenters, as a 
fele&t and combined body of men, if they were to 
fucceed in their Petition to Parliament ; there 
would then,” faid he, ‘be an end of us as a body ; 
we fhould have no reafons for keeping together ; we 
fhould be affimilated into the common mafs of Eng- 


lifhmen, and have nothing to diftinguifh us from 
them.” 


———— eee eee ee 
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EPITAPH 
on THE Hon. AZOR ORNE, Ese. 


teeters 


——_ 


Srrancer, if e’er the good man claims applaufe, 
Or dying merit e’er deferves a tear, 
If the great father of thy country’s caufe ; 


Stand for awhile in dumb amazement here. 


No fplendid falfehoods deck thefe artlefs lines, 


Read then—and venerate the hallow’d duft ; 


Beneath this ftone the godlike man reclines, 
Honor’d, Jamented by the grateful juft. 
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Weep with Columbia o’er the patriot dead, 
Vhofe manly virtues did her realm adorn, 

And, 1s with folemn footRep fad you tread, 
Chaunt the laft requiems to th’ illuftrious ORNE, 


ALMANDER. 





sso 


THE BIRD’: NEST. 
YES, little neft, Til hold you faft, 


And little birds, one, two, three, four, 





i've watch’d you long; you're mine at laft ; 
Poor little things! you'll feape no more 
Chirp, ery, and flutter as you will, 

Ah, fimpl!e rebels, “tis in vain, 

Your little wings are un‘Tedg’d ftill : 


How can you freedom then obtain? 


What note of forrow ftrikes my ear ? 

Is it their nvother thus diftrett ? 

Ah yes—and fee their father dear, 

Flies round and round, to feck their ne&. 


And is it I, who caufe their moan ? 

1, who fo oft in furnmer’s heat, 
Beneath yon oak have laid me down, 
To liften to their fong fo fwect ? 


If from my tender mother’s fide 
Some wicked wretch fhould make me fly, 
Full well I know, ’twould her betide, 


To break her heart, to fink to die ! 


Aod fhall I,then, fo cruel prove, 
Your little ones to force away ? 

No, no ; together live and love, 

See, here they are—take them, I pray. 


Teach them in yonder wood to fly : 
And let them your foit warbling hear, 
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Till theit own wings can foar as high, 
And their own notes may found as clear, 
Go, gentle birds: go free as air! 

While oft again in fummer’s heat, 

To yonder oak | will repair, 

And liften to your fongs fo {weet. 








ANECDOTE 


BEANS AND BACON. 
PHELIM O. MORE was indicted at the coun- 


try aflizes in Ireland for a rape. 

‘His defence was ingenious—He gave in proof 
that he had a garden of beans, in which the profe- 
cutrix committed nightly trefpafles and depreda- 
tions. 

That having caught her ftealing his beans, he de- 
clared, if fhe came again the might expect fach 
confequences as thofe fhe fwore to on the trial— 
She came and he kept his word. 

The court were of opinion, that the notice and the 
trefpafles in the bean garden purged the act of felo- 
ny, by thewing confent, a priori, in the profecutrix— 
and the culprit was acquitted. 

As he departed from the bar, Mr. Cortells, who 
had been council againft him faid—* My good 
friend, you have made a moft excellent defence to 
fave your bacon, but a very bad one to fave your 
beans.”—And it was remarked, that poor Phelim 
could never afterwards keep beans in his garden; 
“ the worn,” as he faid * would be after pulling them 
and pulling them.” 
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